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mentioned it; and yet it is never nothing. Every
thought which genius and piety throw into the
world, alters the world. The gladiators in the
lists of power feel, through all their frocks of
force and simulation, the presence of worth, I
think the very strife of trade and ambition is con-
fession of this divinity; and successes in those
fields are the poor amends, the fig-leaf with which
the shamed soul attempts to hide its nakedness.
I find the like unwilling homage in all quarters.
It is because we know how much is due from us
that we are impatient to show some petty talent
as a substitute for worth. We are haunted by a
conscience of this right to grandeur of char-
acter, and are false to it. But each of us has some
talent, can do somewhat useful, or graceful, or
formidable, or amusing, or lucrative. That we do,
as an apology to others and to ourselves for not
reaching the mark of a good and equal life. But
it does not satisfy us, whilst we thrust it on the
notice of our companions. It may throw dust in
their eyes, but does not smooth our own brow, or
give the tranquillity of the strong when we walk
abroad. We do penance as we go. Our talent is
a sort of expiation, and we are constrained to
reflect on our splendid moment with a certain
humiliation, as somewhat too fine, and not as
one act of many acts, a fair expression of our
permanent energy* Most persons of ability meet
in society with a kind of tacit appeal. Each seems